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school, but it was holiday time. He knew Jerusalem and its
history well, but he informed me that he could not act as my
guide, having no licence, but he could carry my camera and
incidentally show me round.

He Certainly knew the city well for he had been training to
be a guide. Although a Moslem his knowledge of Christianity
far exceeded my own. There wasn't a major or minor Prophet
that he didn't seem to have been intimate with and he rolled out
their names with all the opulent sonority of an archdeacon,
To hear him say Rehoboam was a lesson in elocution, and
Zachariah flowed from his lips like the sound of an organ pipe.

From the first he took me in hand seriously. " What have
you seen in Jerusalem ? " he asked. I told him, " You not
* do ' the Via Dolorosa ? Then we begin at once. Follow me/'
Obediently I followed him, far and in great heat. " Here/'
he said, stopping at last, " we are at first station of the Cross.
We will now complete the Via Dolorosa " ; and his pronuncia-
tion of the name brought out all its meaning. The temperature
was excessive for it was early afternoon, and I had not the least
desire to follow the Via Dolorosa, at least not at that hour ; but
resistance was in vain. When I hesitated, he looked at me with
surprise and disapproval. " All good Christians," he said,
" who come Jerusalem, ' do ' the Via Dolorosa. You are a
Christian ? " he asked. " I am," I replied. " Then you must
4 do ' the Via Dolorosa."

There are fourteen stations of the Cross, and several of them
contain monuments that he insisted on my visiting. From the
traditional site of the Praetorium, the steps of which are now at
St. John Lateran at Rome, to the Church of the Holy Sepulchre
he led me, hot, but uncomplaining. In excellent English he
explained to me all the incidents that are supposed to have
occurred on Christ's passage from the Judgment Hall to the
place of the Crucifixion and incidentally he recounted his own
shabby little history. His father had died in prison and his
brother, a policeman, paid for his studies at the Moslem school.
He had progressed quickly, and had abandoned his intention of
becoming a guide and hoped to take up medicine. He spoke
already English, French and German, and could write all three
moderately. Arabic he read and wrote with tolerable facility.
The family had passed through bad times. Two or three brothers
and sisters had died, which had led to the changing of the names
of the survivors, so as to deceive the Angel of Death if he came